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„ 
Anfie's to the ereti-wood gane, 


to hear the lintwhite chattring, 
And Willie's follow'd her alane, 
do gian her love by flattring, 
But all that he could do or fay, 

ſhe ſnuf'd and ſneered at him, 
And ay when he began to woo, 


ſhe bad him mind wha gat him, 


( ) 
What ails you at my "da quoth he, 


my Minny, or my F ite! ty, 
With croud mawdy they fed me, 
lang-kail and Ranty Tanty, 
With bannocks of good barly-meal, 
of that there was right plenty, 
And chapped- kail butter'd Full well, 
and was not that right dainty, 


| 3 
Altho' my dady was no laird, 


I ſpeak it without vaunty, 
He had a houſe and a good kail-yard, 
a hall-houſe and a pantry, 
A good blew-bonnet on his head, 
a roll about his craigie, 
And ay unto the day he died, 
he rode on good ſhanks nagie, 


4 
Then Nanfie turn'd her round about, 
with great diſdain and ſcorn, 
And Willie he ſtood out abour, 
as he had been forlorn. 

Now wae and wander on your ſnout, 
would you have bonnie Nanſie, 
Would you compare you felf to me. 

a doken to a _ 


( 
Go get you gone Gib Glaiks, ſhe ſays 
Joyn gebblets with ſome other, 
Or then 1 fear you'll get your pakes, 
go give the Nolt their fodder. 
J have a young man of my awn, 
they call him ſouple Sandy, 
And well I wat his bonnie mow 
is ſweet as ſugar- candic- 
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Now Nanfie what needs all this din, 
do I not ken your ſandie, 

I'm ſure the chief of all his kin, 
was Rob the beggar randie, 

His minnie meg upon her back, 
bare both him and his billie 

Will ye compare a naſtie pack, 
before your dear heart Willie. 


C +3 
My daddie left to me a ſword 
tho” it be old and ruſty, 

I dare declare upon my word, 
It is both ſtout and truſty, 
And if that I can get it drawn; 

which will be right uneaſie, 
I'll lay my very life in pawn, 


that I'll give him a heaſie. 
5 


I ken he's but a coward thief, 
you tittie beſs can tell him, 

How with her rook ſhe beat his beef. 
and ſwore that ſhe would fell him 

And he ly blitting like a ſheep. 
confels'd he was a fa'lter, 

And unto her did chirm and cheep, 


and craved pardon at her, 


(9.1 
Then bonnie Nanſie, turn to me, 


and ſo prevent all evil, 
And let thy ſpeeches proud abee, 
and prove ſomewhat more civil 
Let ſouple ſandie get him gone, 
and court his auld coal maggie, 
With all his Duds hang ou'r his dron 
but naught N uy craigie, 


Then Navſie end * round about 
ſaying did ſandie hear you, 

You would not miſs to get a clont, - 
1 know he doth not fear you: 


Then hold your tongue ſay no more, 


ſet ſomewhere elſe your fancie 
For as long ſandie's to the tore, 


thou never ſhalt have Nanſic. 
I 8. 


